8             NADIR, THE PEESIAN
On the -whirlpool of men in the swirling fight. He heard the cry, " The King is dead!"
He saw his veterans backward borne, Their eyes aghast with a new-formed dread. " Was it true that their King indeed was dead ?
Were they leaderless and forlorn ? "
And then with the shattering roar and boom Of the trump of God's angel announcing doom, Above the wild tumult his voice pealed afar, " Behold ! It is I, the Nadir Shah I" And standing forth in the wan moonlight, He waved aloft his falchion bright.
What followed was like the magic wrought
By a dread enchanter's spell. The panic ceased.   The line was formed, And shoulder to shoulder our veterans stormed,
With savage, triumphant yell Of " Nadir I our Nadir I " upon the foe,
Who turned their backs and ran, While swift we followed with blow on blow Of our dripping swords, and we laid them low,
At every blow a man.
And then it was over.   The last dying cry Had sobbed itself out to a tremulous sigh. Our warriors around their hero pressed, And God and the Prophet of ttimes blessed That the King had come back to his own again. But he cut them short.   " Go I count my slain 1 My heart with tears of blood could weep